SAFE CUSTODY
The trouble, of course, was this—that I had not
given the matter sufficient thought. The day had been
so crowded that, though from its conception the matter
had been in my mind, I had not had time to consider
the undertaking, still less the time and energy it
would demand. But now that I looked upon the
mountain, I saw at a glance that we had no time to
survey it and that once we were up on its top we must
net turn back, I, therefore, had to determine whether
to abandon the project and forthwith drive the Rolls
home, or whether to attack the position and take the
risk of failure and all it entailed.
But for our brush with Harris I should have turned
the Rolls round without more ado. Had I known that
the drive was safe—as in fact it was—I could not
have adventured Olivia on such an enterprise. But
I feared an ambush so much and had been so much
relieved to think she had seen the kst of the road of
approach that I could not face the prospect of taking
her back that way, and the rigours of a night on the
mountain seemed to me almost genial beside ' the
power of the dog.1
This I told her plainly, and when I said I hoped she
agreed, she nodded her head.
" Harris missed you this morning. If he didn't miss
you this evening, where should I be ? "
" Don't talk about it," said I. " It makes my blood
run cold/'
"And don't you think/' said Olivia, "that you're
rather too young to die ? Neyer mind. What about
this farm ?"
We had passed not so much as a cottage for quite
five miles, but a mile-and-a-half further on we came
to a farm in a hollow which served our turn.
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